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too well how dangerous it was to be separated from
the detachment, and bitterly upbraided Winterton
for his though tfulness. He cursed me in return for
my unparliamentary language, and we were glaring
at each other in a not very dignified way, when
suddenly one of our machines flew over and dropped
us a message. This said that the loth Brigade
of Barrow's 4th Division was two miles west of
Rimtha, and that two columns of retreating Turks,
one of two thousand from Mezerib and one of four
thousand from Deraa, were advancing upon Shaikh
Miskin. I thanked my stars that we were safely
across the road, and took the message to Nuri, who
decided to give his tired force a short rest before
sallying forth, while Lawrence and his braves, who
had had a better night and were comparatively
fresh, dashed off to see what was happening.
After begging Nuri to let me know when he was
starting, I lay down in my distant shelter and fell
asleep.
An hour or two later I awoke in an ominous
stillness. Rushing outside, I ran across to the
Sherifian camp, only to find that the detachment
had disappeared, leaving a small guard over the
prisoners and baggage. Bitterly disappointed, I
roused Winterton, who was as angry as I was to find
that we had been left behind, and apologised most
handsomely for having been the unwitting cause of
our being marooned. It was particularly madden-
ing to me to be left out of what promised to be
the climax of all my labours, and I half thought of
mounting my faithful camel and venturing out
alone as I had done from Tel Arar when I was left
behind before. But this time I did not even know
which way to go, and reluctantly decided that I

